The Two Noble Klnfinen] 

Should I try death by dufTons* [ am mop't. 

Food cooke I none ehefe two daies. 

Sipt Tome water. I t have not clofd mine eyes 
Save when my lids fco wrd off their bine* ala-s 
Diflblue my life, Let not my fence uni. tile 
Leaft I flriould drowne, or ttab or hang my felfe. 

0 ftacc of N ture, faile together in me. 

Since thy b. ft props arc warptiSo which way now ? 

1 he belt way is,the next way to a grave : 

Each errant ftcp bcfide is torment. Loe 

The Mootre is down,the Cryckets chi: pe, the Schrcichowle 
Callsinthe dawnc; all office* are done 
Save what I faile in: But the poinc is this 
An end,and that is all. Exit, 

Scatna 3 . Enter Arritejeith Me ateyvine^d Filet, 
tsirc. I fhould be neerc the place, hoa. Cofen Potmen, 

Enter Talamm, 

Pol, Arcite. 

Arc. The f me.’T have brought you foode and files, 
Gome forth and fcare not, her’esno 7 hefcut. 

Pal. Nor nonefo hone ft tAi rcite. 
asArc' T hat's no mate- r, 

WeeT argue that he eafter: Come take courage. 

You fliall not dye thus beaftly.here Sir drinke 
I know you are faint, chen le u ke further With you. 

Pal. ^r«fe,thouimghtftnow poyfonme. 

Arc. I might. 

But I muff f are you firft : Sit downe,aRid good now 
No more ofthefe vaine parlies; let us not 
Having our anc ent reputation with us 
Make caike for Foo.es,ai}d Co wards,To ypnr health, 
Pal. Doe. 

Arc . Pray fit downe then, and let nsc entreate you • 
By all the honefty and honour in you. 

No mention ofthjs A oman,t’ will diftpibe us^ 

We fbali have time enough. j, : : • -8 

Pal 1 W ell Sir ,lie pledge you. (blood fflM* 

yfre, Drinke a good hearty draught, it breed* §°®“ 


The Two Noble ICiftfntCft. 

Doe not you feele it thaw you ? 

V <pal. Stay, He tell you after a draught ortwo more. 
j re . Spare it not, the Duke has more Cuz.-Eate now. 

P Jrc I am glad you have fo good a flomacb. 

P4/. I am gladder I have fo good meate toot. 

Jrc.h'i not mad lodging, here in the wild woods Cofen 

Pal. Yes.for then that have wilde Confciences- flfee. 
^rc.Howtafisyour vittailsPyour hunger needs no lawce 

Pal. Not much. , 

But if it did, yours is too tatt.-fweete Cofcir what is tnisf 

Jrt. Venifon. 
p<a/. Tisaluftymeate: 

Giue me more wine; here Arcite to the wenches 

We have known in our daies.T he Lord Stew aids daughter 

poe y ou re member her ? 

Arc. After you Cuz. 

Pal. Shelov’dablack-hairdman. 

Arc. She did fo; well Sir. 

Pal. And I have heard fotne call him Arctte.voa 
Arc. Out with’t faith, 
pal. She met him in an Arbour 
What did fhe there Guz?play o’th virginals ? 

Are, Something £be did Sir. 

Pal. Made her gtoane a moneth fortjor 2, ©r J.OI l©» 
Arc. The Marfhals Sifter, 

Had her (hare too, as I remember Gofen, 

Elfe there be tales abroade,you’l pledge her t 
Pal. Yes. 

Arc. A pre tty btoune wench t’is-Therc was a time 

When yong men went a hunting, and a wood. 

And a broade Beech.’ and thereby hangs a tale : heigh ho. 

Pal. For Emily ,\iyon my life; Foole 
Away with this ftiaind mirthjl fay againe 
That figh wasbreachd for Emily, bale Cofen, 

Dar’ft thou breake firft ? 

Are. you are wide. 

Pal. By heaven and earth.ther’s nothing in thee honeft. 
G Arc. 





